INTERVIEWS  WITH  THE  PO££	^g
Father Saint-Barnaby had given her twenty piastres for a
present.
CI know I shall be happy,' she said; 'my betrothed adores
me. But I am glad you did not accept his invitation to the
dinner; people would have talked.5
'Tell me,' said I, 'have you confessed everything?'
'Not yet; and besides, I don't think I can have offended
God, since I acted throughout from the purest of motives.*
'You are an angel. Promise to christen your first child
after me.'
She promised, and we parted swearing everlasting friend-
ship.
Before leaving Rome I went to pay my homage to the
Holy Father on Monday evening when all the town was
at the races.
He received me most graciously, expressing surprise that
I should have absented myself from the carnival at its
height. I told him that the greatest pleasure for me, or for
any other Christian, was to present my respects to Christ's
Vicar on earth. He bowed his head with proud humility, but
.1 could see he was pleased. He kept me an hour, talking of
Venice, Padua, and Paris. I gathered that the dear good
man would have liked to become personally acquainted with
those cities. I renewed my petition for his apostolic protec-
tion to enable me to return to my native country.
'My son,' he answered, 'commend yourself to God; His
grace will work more than my prayers/
Then giving me his blessing, he wished me bon voyage,
and I saw the Head of the Church did not count much on
his own powers of intercession.
On Shrove Tuesday I went on the Corso, riding a fine
horse, and handsomely disguised as a Punchinello. I had an
enormous basket of sweetmeats in front of me, and two
sacks of dragees, which I showered on all the pretty women.
I was invited to sup at Momolo's, and there I was to see
Maria for the last time. She came as a bride, and I fancied,
but perhaps It was only fancy, that he*- husband was more

